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The L ife and dea th of Richard the Third. 


Enter the Ghoft of Clarence, 

Ghoft. Let mc fit heauy in thy foule to morrow* 
I that was wafh'd to death with Fulfome Wine : 
Poorc£7*rw<fby thy guile betray'd to death: 
To morrow in une battell thinkc on me, 
And fall thy edgclcffe S word,difpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou offspring of the houfe of Lancafter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy battell, Liue and Flourifh. 
Enter the Ghofts ofRiuersfiray^and Vaughn*. 

Rift Lec me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow, 
Riuers,that dy'deatPomfret : difpaire,and dye. 

Grey. Thinkc vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Vaugh. Thinkc vpon Vaughan, and with guilty feare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

Alt to Richm, Awake, 
And thinkc our wrongs in Rtchards Bofome, 
Will conquer him. Awake,and win the day* 
Enter the G hoft of Lord Hafttngs. 

Gho. Bloody and guilty : guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 
Thirtke on Lord Haftings : difpairc,and dye. 

Haft. toRtch. Quiet vncroublcd foule, 
Awake, awake : 

Arme, fight,and conquer, for fairc Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghofls of the twojong Princes. 

Cjhofts. Di-eameon thyCoufins 
Smothered in the Tower : 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 
And weigh thee downe to ruine,flhame,and death, 
Th v Nephcwes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 

Ghofls to Richm. Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Peace,and wake in Ioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bo3res annoy, 
Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 
Edwards vnhappy Sonnes,do bid thee flourifti. 

Enter the GhoH of t^nnejois IFife. 

Ghoft to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Anns thy Wife, 
That ncuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now fiilcs thy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on mc, 
And fall thy edg-lcffe Sword, difpaire and dye; 

Ghoft to Rtchm. Thou quiet foule, 
Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe : 
Dreame of Succefle, and Happy Vi&ory, 
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

Ghoft to fijeh. The firft was I 
That help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The la!* was I that felt thy Tyranny, 
Q,4n the Battaile think on Buckingham, 
And dye in terror of thy guiltinefl'e, 
Dreame on,dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting difpaire ; difpairing yceld thy breath. 

' Ghoft to Rtchm. I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; 
But cheer? thy heart, and be thou not difmayde : 
God,and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
And Richard h\l in height of all his pride. 

Richard ft arts out of his dreame. 

Rich. Giue me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds : 
Haue mercy i cfu. Soft, I did but rireame. 
O coward Conference! how deft thou af fli& me ? 
The Lights buvne blew. It is not dead midnight. 
Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling fljefh. 


What? do I feare my Selfc ? Thcrc^T^^i^p^ 

Richard loues Richard, that is, I am I. ^ 

Is there a Murtherer heere? No ; Yes, I am , 

Then flyc ; What from my Selfe fGreat reaf 

Left I Reuenge. What? my Selfc vponmv S Hf^ f 

Alacke, I louc my Selfe. Wherefore ? For an 

That I my Selfc, haue done vnto my Selfc? ^ ^° 0 ^ 

Ono. Alas, I rather hate my Selfc, 

For hatefull Deeds committed by my Selfc 

I am a Vlllainc : yet I Lyc, 1 am not. 

Foole, of thy Selfe lpeakc well : Foole, do not flat 

My Conscience hath a thoufand leucrall Tonp 

And cucry Tongue brings in a feucrall Tale 3 
And cucne Talc*condemnes me for a Villaine • 
Pcriurie, in the high'ft Degree, ' 
Murther, Acme murther, in the dyr'ft degree 
All feuerall finncs, all vs d in each degree, ? 
Throng all to'th'Barrc, crying all, Guilty *Guih v 
I fhall difpaire, there it m Creature louts' me- 
And if I die, no foule (hall pittie me. 
Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since that I my Selfc 
Fmdc in my Selfc, no pittie to my Selfe. ' 
Me thought, the Soules of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and cucry one did c hreac 
To raorrowes vengeance on the head of Rtcharl 

Enter Ratclijfc. 

Rat* My Lord. 
King Who's there? 

Rat. Ratcltffe my Lord,Yis I : the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done falutation to theMcmc, 
Youc Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 

King . O Ratcltffe* I feare,] feare/ 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows, 

King. By the Apoftle/W a fhadowcs to flight 
Haue ftcoke more terror ;o the foule of Richard, 
Then can the fubftancc often thoufand Souldicn 
Armed in proofe, and led by thallow Richmond, 
Tis not yet neere day. Come go wkh me, 
Vnder our Tents lie play the fcafe-dropper, 
To hcare if any meane to fhnnke from me# 

Exeunt Richard frRtthfft, 

Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting 
m his Tent. 

Richm. Good morrow Richmond* 

Rtch* Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue tanc a tardie fluggard heere.' 

Lords. How haue you flept my Lord? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, 
And faireft boading Dreames, 
Thau cuer entrcd in a drewfic head, 
Haue I fincc your departure had my Lords. 
Me thought their Soulei,whofe bodies Rich.mthtt&i 
Came to my Tent,and cried on tfidfcory : 
I promife yon my Heart is very iocond, 
In the remembrance of fo fairc a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftrokc of foure* 

Rich. Why then 'tis time to Arme,snd giue diredtioi 
His Oration to his Souldters. 
More then I haue faid, louing Countrymen, 
The leyfurc and Inforceroent of djr time 
Forbids to dw > ell vpon : yet remember this, 
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Pr vers o?holy Saints and wronged foules, 
Tl ! C H rear'd Bulwarkcs, fiand before oar Faces, 
U Sexcept) thofc whom wefight againft, 
win, then him they follow. 
? 5U is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 

uJavTvram, and a Homicide: 
A b S in Wood, and one in blood eftablifh'd s 
? C Ihac made meancs to come by what he hath, 

A naughter'd thofc that were the meancs to help him : 
fhlfe fo«le Stone, made precious by the (oy Ic 
glands Chaire, where he is fallcly fcr i 
0 D e that hath cuer beene Gods Enemy. 
Then if y ou fi g ht a g aintt God$ Enem 7>. 
God vf ill in luftice ward y° u as hi5 Soldicrs * 
ifyoudo fweare to put a Tyrant downe, 

You fa c P e in P cace> the T X raiu bcin 8 flainc : 

ifyoit do fight againft your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat fhall pay your patnes thehyrc. 

Ifyou do fight in fafegard of your wiucs, 

Your Wiucs fhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

Ifyou do free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age* 

TheninthenameofGod.andali theferights, 

Aduancc your Standards, draw your willing S words. 

Forme,thc ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shalt be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face i 

But if I thriue, the gainc of my attempt* 

The leaft of you (hall fharc his part thereof. 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 

God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Vi&ory- 

Enter King Ejchard, Ratcliffe/tndCatesbj, 

A'.What faid Northumberland's touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was ncuer trained vp in Armcs. 
King. He faid the truth: and what faid Surrey then? 
Rat. HcfmiPd and faid, the becter for our purpofe. 
King. Hcwasin the right, and fo indeed it is. 
Tell the clocke there. (/oclgftrikes. 
Giue me a Kalcnder : Who faw the Sunne to day ? 
Rat* Net I my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to fhinc : for by the Bookc 
Heftiouldhaue brau'dthe Eaft an houre ago, 
Ablackc day will it be to fomebody. Ratcltffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be fcenc to day, 
The sky doth frownc > and lowre vpon our Army. 
I would thefe dewy tcarcs were from the ground. 
Not fhine to day ? Why, what is that to mc 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-famc Hcaucn 
Thatfrowncs on mc, Iookcs fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Mr.Armejarmc.my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field. 

King. Come,buftlc,buftIc. Caparifonmy horfe. 
Call vp Lord Stanley, bid hira bring his power, 
I will leadc forth my Soldiers to the plaine, 
And thuf my Battell fhal be ordred. 
My Foreward fhall be drawnc in length, 
Confiding equally of Horfe and Foot: 
Our Archers (hall be placed in the mid'ft ; 
lohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe, 
They thus dircfted, wc will fllow 


In the mainc Battell,whofe puiflaocc on cither fide 
Shall be well-winged with our checfeft Horfe : 
This, and Saint George to boote« 
What think'tl thou Norfolke. 

Neu A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 
This found fon my Tent this Morning. 
lockey of Norfolk*, he not fo bold, 
For Dickon thy maifter tt bought and fold. 
King. A thing dcuifed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 
For Confcicncc is a word that Cowards vfc, 
Dcuis'd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, 
Our ftrong armcs be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, ioync brauely, let vs too^ pell mell, 
If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to Hell; 
What (hall I fay more then I haue inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort ofV3gabonds,Rafcals,andRun-awaye5, 
A fcum of Brittaincs,and bafe Lackey Pczancs, 
Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Aduencures,and affur'd Deftruftion. 
You flecping fafc,they bring you to vnrcft : 
You hauing^Lands, and bleft with beauteous wiucs, 
They would reftrainc the one, drftaine the other, 
And who doth leadc them, but a pa T try Fellow ? 
Longkept inBiitaineat our Mothers coft, 
A Milkc-fop, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as ouer fhooes in Snow : 
Let's whip thefe ftraglcrs o're the Seas againe, 
Lafh hence thefe oucr-wcening Ragged of France, 
Thefe famiflVd Beggci s, weary of their hues, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes (pooreRats)had hang'd themlelues, 
I f we be conquered , lepmen conquer vs, 
And not thelc baft^rd Britaincs, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd,and thump'd, 
And on Record, U ft them the heiresof fhame. 
Shall thefe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 
Rauifh ourdapghtersJ* Drum afar re off 

Hearke, I hcarc their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowcs to the head, 
Spurreyour proud Horfes hard,and rideinblood, 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues* 

Enter a Meffenger. 
What fayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power f 
Mef. My Lord,he doth deny to come. 
King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 
Nor. My Lord,the Enemy is paft the Marfh : 
After the battaile, let George Stanley dye. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom. 
) Aduance our Standards, fet vpon our Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, fairc S.George 
Infpii e vs with the fplcene of fiery Dragons : 
Vpon them, Vi&orie fits on our helpcs. 

jilarum, excurfions, Enter Catesbj. 

Cat, Refcue my Lord of Norfolke, 
Rcfcue,Refcue{ 

The King ena&s more wonders then a man, 
Daring an oppofite to euery danger : 
His horfe is flaine, and all on foot be fights^ 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rcfcuc faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

Alarums. t% Enter 


